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" To read it, Soames,, I suppose."
Soames sniffed, turning the pages.
" I can't tell what it's all about."
" I will sell it at my bazaar, Soames. It will do for
some good man who can read English."
From that moment Soames began almost unconsciously
to read the book. He found it a peculiar affair, which
gave most people some good hard knocks. He began to
enjoy them, especially the chapter deprecating the work-
man's dislike of parting with his children at a reasonable
age. Having never been outside Europe, he had a some-
what sketchy idea of places like South Africa, Australia,
Canada, and New Zealand ; but this old fellow Foggart,
it appeared, had been there, and knew what he was talking
about. What he said about their development seemed
quite sensible. Children who wTent out there put on
weight at once, and became owners of property at an
age when in England they were still delivering parcels,
popping in and out of jobs, hanging about street corners,
and qualifying for unemployment and Communism. Get
them out of England ! There was a startling attraction
in the idea for one who was English to a degree. He was
in favour, too, of what was said about growing food and
making England safe in the air. And then, slowly, he
turned against it. The fellow was too much of a Jeremiah
altogether. He complained to Fleur that the book dealt
with nothing but birds in the bush ; it was unpractical.
What did * Old Mont' say ?
" He won't read it; he says he knows old Fog-
gart."
" H'm ! " said Soames, " I shouldn't be surprised if
there were something it it, then." That little-headed
baronet was old-fashioned! " Anyway it shows that
Michael's given up those Labour fellows "

